90        MY TEAVBLS IN THE BAST
At about three   I   reached a   small    town
where   I   took   my  lunch   and after a   little
rest  there I began my journey on.  The  sun
was   setting   when   I   was    cycling in   high
speed  through   the   mountaineous   regions   to
coyer   a   distance   of   thirty   miles   to    reach
the  destination.   On   both   sides   stood    high
mountains   covered   with   deep    jungles.   The
road   also   was   not   in   good   condition    and
was running much up  and   down.   At   dusk
while   cycling   down   a   hill,   I    was   greatly
surprised when I suddenly heard   the     boom
of   a   gun.   At   this   I   doubled   my   speed,
but ere I had proceeded far, I heard another.
With that sound a bullet   struck against my
cycle and I fell unconscious then and   there.
I   did   not   know   how   long   I   was in    that
state and what followed after it.   I can  only
remember to-day that when I came to my senses
and opened my eyes, I found myself on    an
ambulance   stretcher,   attended   by    a    young
Chinese,   in   a   small   hut   on a   hill. , The
house   was   strongly   guarded   by   five   armed
Chinese of robust health, dressed in   military
uniform.   Finding myself in    that     condition
1  dared not   ask  them   anything    about    my
cycle and the bag.   A cold shiver ran   through